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Chapter 1: Boredom


I hated to admit it, but I was starting to get bored with the same thing day in and day out.  Life as a new but respected Domme was great, but I missed being on the other side now and then.  Before I got caught up with my new group of friends, I used to spend two or three nights a week in self-bondage.

It wasn’t just a hobby, but more like a way of life.  It was a release and a way to get away from the cares of the world for a few hours.  There was no shortage of bondage around, and sex too with a variety of partners, but I missed my private little sessions. I missed them a lot.

It was even worse knowing I had access to one of the biggest kinky fetish shops around, yet couldn’t play with the myriad of toys a mere elevator ride away.  Even the ‘common’ stuff we kept in our bedroom was an order of magnitude better than the scraps I used to make do with.

Then again, why couldn’t I at least plan for a self-bondage adventure?  If I found myself with enough free time someday it would be nice to have a few things ready.  I liked freezing my keys inside blocks of ice as a release mechanism, and not having that ready was always the biggest obstacle to an impromptu session.

I went down to the club to see what kind of containers might be available, and found five different sizes I thought might work.  I filled them with water and stuck them in the back of the walk-in freezer so I could test melt times tomorrow.

As I went back upstairs, the five sizes gave me a new idea.  I could input my scenarios into a program based on the severity and length I wanted to endure, and let the computer assign me a random situation.  Heck… I could put our fetish shop inventory into the program as well.

All I needed to do was input something and give it a number between one and five based on how hard I thought it was.  A ben-wa ball would be a tame number one, but something like the El Diablo Pussy Ripper would be a solid five.

This had the possibility of bringing my self-bondage games to a whole new level.  Since I had the night off, I decided to get right to it and see if my idea would work.  I copied the inventory list from the fetish shop into a new spreadsheet and began assigning numbers to the various toys and restraints.

I trimmed the list severely, since I didn’t care for the difference between six inch multi-speed vibrator, pink, blue, or white.  I also skipped the few rare items that were simply too large to fit in my body.  As far as I was knew, the number sixteen butt plug would be a tight fit for a horse, let alone me!

The toys were easy to assign a category for, but the restraints were more complicated.  An individual restraint might be considered tame, but when used with a second one it might be tough or even impossible.  I couldn’t add a hobble chain if I was already wearing a single-leg glove.

I worked almost until dawn compiling my various ideas and scenarios, and didn’t go to bed until I had at least the basics completely covered.  I was probably overcomplicating things, but the end result would be worth it.  I went to sleep with a smile on my face and a hand between my legs.



Chapter 2: Fun Alone


Over the next week I played around with my ice buckets and figured out how to use the different size containers with various water levels so I could obtain anywhere from a one to twelve hour session. It was ironic that all I initially wanted was a quickie, but now I’d passed up several chances so I could do this right.

Unlike my previous sessions, I had access to Laste’s programmable toys now which opened up a whole new level of fun options.  I could start with nothing but bondage, get teased to the brink of orgasm for an hour or more until finally getting to cum at the end… or I could set it for completely random and take my chances.

He also had programmable magnetic devices that could be used for my restraints or as a key release mechanism.  I’d skip my crude ice buckets all together once I got my hands on some of those, since they could give me true randomness in the length of my ordeal.  He was a genius with anything electronic or mechanical.

He could have probably finished my random generation program in under an hour if he didn’t have something that’d work already, but this was all about me and I wanted to do it alone.  After all, that was the point of self-bondage.

I gave it another week to make sure my program would give me what I wanted with just enough random variations to keep it interesting.  A few days after that I found myself with both the time and the opportunity, so I decided to go for it.

I selected a two hour session for my trial run, which wasn’t long in my books; my record was a hair over seventy-two hours.  To make it more interesting, I made sure the initial key would just be the starting point, and once I had it I’d still need to find other keys scattered around the room before I could get completely free.

I ran the generator to select items for a level two session and came up with a frog tie for my legs using belts, hands behind my back with regular handcuffs, blindfold, inflatable gag, and tweezers-style clamps for my nipples.

For toys, I got a six-inch vibrator that had a flange piece to go over my clit and a number four butt plug with shock capability.  It wasn’t the fanciest choices from the list, but I liked that I didn’t get to pick and choose for myself and I could feel myself getting wet just thinking about it.

It was also good I didn’t need to raid the fetish shop for any items tonight since we were open for business downstairs.  I grabbed my two hour ice block, the toys and restraints from our private collection, and brought it all upstairs.

We had five bedrooms in our shared apartment, but only mine and Lilith’s were used with any regularity. (Sherri almost always slept with me these days.)  Monica had only used her room once or twice in the last six months, so I figured it would be a safe place for me to play tonight.

My release would be simple tonight; I just put the frozen jug into a basin on the floor to let it melt.  The key frozen in the ice would unlock an ankle shackle holding me to the bed, and then I could go find the rest of the six keys I’d need.

To make it more fun, I not only selected six differently keyed locks, but I also took a handful of other keys and mixed them all together.  Now when I found a key I had no way of knowing if it was one I really needed or not, but I still had to collect them since my bindings had to come off in a certain order.

I lubed up and inserted the butt plug and vibrator, holding them in place with a pair of latex panties, and used a belt to hold the heavy-duty battery pack in place behind my back.  I put the gag in my mouth and inflated it to a secure yet reasonably comfortable level before removing the squeeze bulb.

It had full head harness straps, but I only used the mouth strap for now since it would keep my blindfold in place once it was fully locked on, and I still needed to see at the moment.  The blindfold stayed on my forehead for now.

My prep work was done and now I could finally begin.  I connected the shackle to my right ankle and tossed the chain in the direction of the bed where I’d lock it, and me, in place.  I bent my legs back so I could put the first belt in place, but found the metal shackle pressed painfully into my thigh.

I swore under my breath and removed it, replacing it with a smaller leather cuff.  When I bent my leg back again, I found it was much better and made a mental note of it for future sessions.  I used two institutional restraint belts for each leg since they were the only ones that could be locked in place.

I took out my tablet and activated my toys.  The program tonight wouldn’t start for fifteen minutes, but then it would be semi-random for the next ninety.  Only for the last fifteen minutes of bondage and for however long it took to find my keys afterwards would I have the chance of getting an orgasm.

The butt plug was my motivation to find my keys in a hurry, since it would start ramping up in its shock levels during the last phase.  It would turn extremely painful if I just lounged around enjoying the vibrator.

Everything seemed to be ready, so I locked the chain to the bed, put the clamps on my nipples, the blindfold over my eyes, and tossed the whole handful of keys where I couldn’t reach them.  I finished strapping the gag over my head and locked it in place before grabbing my handcuffs.

Two ratcheting sounds later and I was stuck in place until the ice melted enough for me to get the first key.  I immediately went into a new world… my own private nirvana.  Emotions roiled through me uncontrollably.

What if my friends discovered me?  What if a stranger caught me?  What if I broke a key by trying to force the wrong one into a lock?  I knew someone would find me eventually, but that could take days… long, uncomfortable days.

I felt the vibrator and butt plug come on in their test cycle, and was surprised fifteen minutes had passed already.  I’d worked myself into such frenzy that the vibrator almost let me cum as it climbed up in speed, despite the orgasm denial programming that was nearly flawless.

Only the plug shocking my ass stopped me from going over the edge.  The toys finished their test and went to a low power state, leaving me grinding my hips in frustration.  After a while, I felt both the vibrations and the shocks increase, bringing me close again, but slowing at just the right moment… actually the wrong moment from my current point of view.

God, I wanted to cum already.  How much longer did I have left to go?  I reached for the ice and found the block to be mostly intact still.  Shit, my mind was playing tricks on me and messing with my time sense.

After about the twentieth time I was brought to the edge and denied, I was relieved to find that the ice was almost gone.  Although it seemed like I’d been trapped for about three times as long as I should’ve been, I was only at the beginning of the final phase.

I was too horny to think straight anymore, and began to wonder if I’d be able to even move once the program let me start cumming.  I decided to expedite the matter and picked up the ice so I could melt it faster in my hands.

I’d just gotten the key free when I felt the vibe kick up to full speed.  It sent me into an instant orgasm, making me thrash uncontrollably in my bonds and causing me to drop the key.  I was shaky by the time it subsided, and had a hard time picking up the key and getting it properly positioned in my fingers.

The vibrator was just keeping me hot at the moment, so I was able to concentrate enough to get it into the lock after about a dozen tries.  It was a huge relief when the cuff opened and I was able to move and stretch a little.

I felt the vibrator start to increase in speed again and took a brief rest, figuring I deserved a good orgasm as a reward for successfully completing stage one.  I held on to it for an extra minute, reveling in the sensations and letting it build.

When I couldn’t take it anymore, I held my breath and let it explode.  This one made me see stars from the intensity of it, and the stars changed to floating spots by the end from holding my breath for so long.  It was absolutely amazing.

The shock pulses in my ass had picked up a bit by now and reminded me I needed to get busy finding the keys.  I sat upright and moved in what I thought was the proper direction with a kind of duck-walk motion.  I soon ran into a wall.

Ok, no biggie… I must have just gotten turned around a little during my big orgasm.  I turned around and crossed the floor again until I ran into the edge of the bed.  Ok, another false start, but now I knew for sure where I was.  I turned ninety degrees and tried again, slower this time since I knew I was close.

After moving a few feet I started to get puzzled.  I should have gone over at least a few keys by now.  Maybe my legs had gone number than I thought; I fell to my side to I could feel around with my hands.

I carefully felt all around me for as far as my arms would reach before shuffling over a bit and trying again.  On my third move I felt something, but it wasn’t a key.  It was a boot.

“No wonder you didn’t answer your phone,” Laste said.  “We had a cancellation and needed you on the stage tonight, but now I have something even better in mind.  We’re going to play a little game.”

His words should’ve filled me with dread, but the vibrator program picked that moment to send me into oblivion again.  He let me ride it out, but then shut it completely off in preparation for his ‘game’.  What did I just get myself into?



Chapter 3: Caught


“You seem to be enjoying your self-bondage, but it looks pretty simple from where I’m standing.  Since I’m such a nice guy, I’ll help make it more interesting for you.  We’re going to play a game called ‘spy’.

“You’re a secret agent on a wartime mission to retrieve six vital pieces of intel.  You must make your way across hostile territory to find these six items while avoiding enemy guards and traps.  You don’t know where they’re hidden, but you have a homing beacon to help guide you.

“Your beacon will activate when you’re heading in approximately the right direction, and will become more powerful when you get close to your destination or weaker if you stray from the path.  Think of it as a ‘hot and cold’ type of game.  When you have all six pieces, you are to return to base for debriefing and your mission will be over.”

I knew better than to ask if he was serious, but this wasn’t what I had in mind tonight.  I just wanted to soak in the tub and relax before going to bed with my battery powered companion.

“Of course, as far as undercover spies go, you need some help blending in before you cross enemy lines.  Let me help you with that.”

I felt him uncuff my hands, but they were only briefly free.  He forced my right hand up to my shoulder and pulled a leather pouch over the elbow.  He pulled the straps tight and my wrist was welded tight to my upper arm.  He did the second arm the same way and now my arms were folded just as tight as my legs were.

Picking up a key would be extremely difficult now, but as a trade-off, I’d be able to move much easier by walking on my elbows and knees.  I had no way of demanding he let me go, and he probably wouldn’t listen anyway.  I had no choice but to play his stupid game.

He turned my body slightly and I felt the vibrator come on at its weakest level.  I guess that meant the game was on and I was facing the right direction.  I started moving forward, but slowly and carefully since I was still blind.

After a few ‘steps’ I brushed against the doorframe and knew I was heading into our common room.  I moved with a little more confidence now that I knew I had some empty space in front of me, but had to slow again as I approached the main sitting area.

The vibrator might have increased in speed by a miniscule amount, but hardly enough to notice.  I apparently had a long ways to go yet.  I bumped into the back of the sofa before realizing my ‘homing beacon’ only gave me a straight line heading and I’d need to detour around obstacles.

I felt the plug in my ass come to life, shocking me at a medium level but growing stronger every few seconds.

“Oh no… it seems our spy has fallen into a trap,” he said from somewhere behind me in a dramatic stage voice.  “Can she escape before it’s too late?”

I immediately turned to the side and went around the sofa as fast as I could.  The shocks stopped as soon as I made it past the edge and got back in the right direction.

“What a close call for our intrepid heroine, but she didn’t emerge completely unscathed; she picked up a handicap during her escape.”

I felt him attach the hose to my gag and give it several more squeezes.  My cheeks were puffed out like a chipmunk before he removed the hose and let me continue.  I knew I had to detour around the rest of the furniture before I could make a beeline for the first key, and got a few light warning shocks to let me know I was off-course.

Those stopped as soon as I figured I was clear of the remaining obstacles and turned back to the proper direction.  The vibrator noticeably picked up in speed this time and I moved with confidence.  I knew I’d arrived when I felt something hard under my elbow and the vibrator shot up to full speed.

I fell to my side and wiggled around until I could touch it with my fingertips.  Finding it was easier than picking it up, though, especially with the vibrator pushing me towards the cliff.  I just about had it twice, but kept dropping it before I could get a proper grip.

Then the vibrator pushed me over the cliff and I exploded into ecstasy.  This orgasm was just as powerful as my last one, and the full speed vibe wasn’t giving me any time to recover.  It turned my aftershocks directly into another full-fledged orgasm that left me panting and weak.

I somehow managed to get the key firmly in hand this time and stuck it under the edge of the pouch so I wouldn’t drop it.  The vibrator stopped the second I had it secure.  I lay there recovering for a minute before I realized it was still running, but at the ultra-low speed again.

My next key was far away again, but that didn’t make sense.  The wall couldn’t be more than a few feet away from me, unless… oh shit, the next key was inside the fetish club.  I’d have to crawl out in full view of our friends in order to complete Laste’s kinky game.

I found the club door without much difficulty, and sure enough, it was open and my beacon was pointing me that way.  I needed to at least try to stop this stupid thing before it got out of hand, so I sat back and refused to move.  My plug started shocking me again, fairly severely this time, and forced me back into motion.

I’d only made it a few steps inside before I felt a hand on my back.

“Bad luck!  Our heroine took too long crossing the border and got stopped by a guard patrol.  I hope she can make it through the interrogation without revealing any secrets.”

Without any warning I felt a cane lash across my ass hard enough to make me howl in agony and fall flat to the floor.  I felt a boot step on the small of my back and hold me down for nine more strokes.  I was then lifted up and made to sit on my ass.

“The brave lady managed to make it through without saying a word, but it seems she hurt her neck in the process.”

I felt a rigid posture collar wrap around my neck, forcing my head up high.  As soon as it was fully tightened I was put back on my elbows and knees and encouraged to continue with a slap on the ass.  I heard laughter coming from all directions at the show I was putting on and wanted to die out of sheer embarrassment.

All I could do was continue, so I turned a little to both the left and right to try and pinpoint the location of my next key.  I set off as soon as I had the direction figured out and felt the vibrator start going faster.  Shit… if this was like last time, I’d be forced to orgasm in the middle of the crowd.

Sure enough, I began cumming the second I found the key.  The only good part was I’d managed to pick it up on my first attempt and stop the vibes before I lost complete control like I did for the last one.  I earned a few cheers and claps but wasn’t sure if it was due to my success or as appreciation for my spectacular public orgasm.

My next key was somewhere to the left of me, into where the private booths were located.  I knew navigation would be tricky for this one, and sure enough, I ran into someone’s legs at the very first table.  I felt a hand on my back again, halting my progress.

“Trying to save time by cutting through the dark forest, she stumbles into a bandit camp where the rough crew quickly subdues her.  She gets tightly bound and brutally ravaged by the band of outlaws.  Could this be the end of her mission?”

Brutally ravaged?  That couldn’t possibly mean what I thought it meant, could it?  I felt cold steel slide under my panties and heard a snipping sound.  I felt cool air on that side as my panties were cut, and another snip quickly followed on the other side.  The remnants of my panties were pulled away, leaving me completely exposed.

Both the vibrator and butt plug were removed, and I felt myself being pulled on top of a warm, hairy chest.  A hand guided his already hard rod past my pussy lips and deep inside me.  A few seconds later I felt pressure against my rosebud, and couldn’t stop the penetration since they used plenty of lube and because my sphincter had been stretched for so long by the plug.

It was both fat and long, but very smooth; it felt like a dildo.  At some unspoken cue, they both began thrusting in and out of me in synchronization, one going in as the other was coming out.  The man below me raised my chest up a bit so he could start mauling my tits.  The nipple clamps twisted off in the first few seconds, causing a fresh surge of agony to shoot through me.

Despite the embarrassment of being dual penetrated in the middle of the club, I found myself feeling hot and bothered in short order.  The ass-fucking wasn’t very pleasant, but the large, hot cock in my snatch was another story.  It wasn’t long before I was close to cumming again.

To my dismay, he started cumming before I did and stopped his assault.  All I was left with was an itch I couldn’t scratch and a dildo painfully pounding my ass for another ten minutes.  It was a huge relief when I finally heard her scream and cum.

“Once the bandits were sated and fell asleep for the night our heroine manages to escape their clutches, although their assault has left her sore and stretched like never before.”

A new, larger butt plug was shoved hard up my ass and an even larger vibrator was forced into my pussy.  I felt a rope wrap around my waist and pass between my legs.  It was then pulled brutally tight into a real crotch-cutter before being finally tied off.  My journey continued.

This new vibrator had a lot more power than the simple one I picked at the start of the night, and was enough to drive me into an orgasm before I even touched the next key.  Wave after wave of unstoppable pleasure coursed through me, and it took everything I had to even locate the key.  I think I came four times before managing to pick it up and add it to my collection.

I was exhausted by the time it finally stopped, yet I was only halfway done; three down, three more to go.  I ran into another ‘guard patrol’ on the way to the next one and this time my tits were assaulted with a riding crop for several minutes.

I was informed this assault had left me breathless and had several rubber belts pulled tight around my stomach and chest.  It felt worse than my corsets usually did, and I couldn’t draw anything close to a full breath anymore.

Key four meant another string of orgasms, although not anywhere close to as many as last time.  My nerve endings might be getting numb from the constant vibrations and not as quick to react.  I ran into another patrol on the way to number five, getting five minutes with a paddle and another five with a flogger.

It meant my butt plug was turned on at fifty percent power and left running as my after effect from the interrogation torture.  With the larger, more powerful plug filling me, it really fucking hurt and I hurried to get to my key as fast as I could.

My haste meant I bumped into another person on the way and was halted yet again.  I felt my gag being deflated and the straps removed.

“One single word and the shocks in your ass go to full power for the rest of the night,” Laste warned me before pulling the mass of rubber out of my mouth.

I felt the tip of a cock brush against my lips and I reluctantly opened wide to accept it.  It was larger than I expected, and I think it might’ve been Laste himself this time.  That was bad news for me since he had amazing self-control, and even with my best oral technique it would take quite a while before I could make him cum.

As I sucked him off he began playing with my vibrator, but never enough to let me cum.  After fifteen minutes of that, I wasn’t sure if I was happy or sad about the orgasm I never got.  When he finally did cum, he pulled out of my throat to make sure his seed filled my mouth.

I was still trying to swallow when he jammed the gag back in place and pumped it up, trapping the taste of his cum on my tongue.  The gag was strapped much tighter than before and was also pumped up to its maximum capacity.  It was even tickling the back of my throat now, forcing me to keep my gag reflex in check.

The way he worked the vibrator while I was giving him head meant I was primed for another explosion before I could close in on the key.  I came before I was even close and had to slither on my belly the rest of the way; I just couldn’t get back up, and came a second time before I found it.

Once it was secure I simply had to rest for a minute, and it wasn’t until the shocks in my ass were bad enough to make me start screaming that I finally got moving to find my last key.

“Our spy is doing well, but will she be able to find the mad scientist’s secret lair before he activates his doomsday device?  She’s running out of time and might not be able to complete her mission.”

Running out of time?  What was he talking about?  He didn’t say anything about a fucking time limit for his game.  I was still trying to figure it out when I ran into another patrol.  I hated this stupid fucking rigged game of his and just wanted it to end.

My interrogation torture this time was the worst of them all.  I was put on my back and my knees were forced as wide as they’d go.  Then someone began whipping my pussy with a wide leather strap.

After five minutes of non-stop pussy whipping I came close to passing out from the pain.  The crotch-cutter rope forced my pussy lips out to each side and left them a perfect target.  When they’d finished, the ropes were pulled apart enough for them to get a clamp onto my clit.

As soon as I stopped howling, they pulled my lips out to the sides and added another clamp on each one.  They even put one more pair of clamps down there once the second round of screams subsided.  Despite the pain and exhaustion, I forced myself onwards, needing this to end.

I ran into a step and realized my last key was somewhere on the stage.  I should’ve known he’d finish there.  The three steps up were hard, especially since I was mostly crawling by now and the lip of each step banged into my clit and labia clamps as I dragged myself upwards.

I felt another orgasm building as I got close and took a risk.  I shuffled forwards as fast as I could and made it to my final objective before I was forced to cum again.  By some miracle I got the key on the first try this time and felt both the vibrator and butt plug shut completely off.

“Our amazing secret agent managed to find all six keys, but does she have enough strength left to save the world?  She needs to stop the doomsday device by stealing its power.”

Several sets of hands grabbed onto me and forced me over a small bench.  The leather pouches were removed from my arms, but my hands were quickly refastened to the legs with handcuffs.  A rope was pushed behind each knee and tied to the back of the bench, forcing me to keep my butt in the air with my legs held wide.

The clamps, crotch-cutter and vibrator were quickly stripped away and I felt empty down there.  Not for long, though, as a large textured dildo was pressed into the gap and all the way inside my already sore pussy.  After a few moments I felt it began sliding in and out with a mechanical whirring sound.  I was strapped down in front of a fucking machine!

“Our heroine is now ready to sacrifice herself to save the world from destruction, but doesn’t know how long it’ll take to steal enough power to keep humanity safe.  She finds a block of ice in the laboratory that has a handcuff key inside and hangs it above her hand, thinking that by the time the ice melts, she’ll have done her job.”

Handcuff key in ice?  I’d mostly frozen keys to the shackles when I prepped my ice blocks.  The only handcuff key in ice was inside a six hour block!  The thought was overwhelming and sapped my self-control.  I began cumming in what was to be the first of many, many more orgasms.

I had one last coherent thought before my lust carried me away…

I wondered what other kinky self-bondage games Laste had in his repertoire.
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